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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 
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An awful joker: 
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owiKr of I Ik* store 
Cheap lunk for hess 
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A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geron i mo's fa vorit e 
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I Was One Happy 

Rodent! 



My dear readers, it all started early one 
morning, when I woke up feeling as fr^^h 
as newly made mozzarella! 

I felt very 

as hann^v 


as a rat in 


a eheese faetory! 

Why was I in 

sueh a ci?eat 

NfifiD? Well, 

I woke up to 
warm, bright 
sunlight shining 
on my snout. The 
little birds were 
ehii*pin^. There was 
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Happy Rodknt! 


a whilT in the air uf freshly baked 6H44S4 

a44A0 ... 

Yes, it was one of those days when you 
want to say to every rodent in the whole 

wide world: “ L,iPe is beautiful a.nd the world 

is mouset^stic/” 

I was in sueh a good mood that I deeided 
to U^Otk out (which does not happen too 
often . . . )! 

Then I brushed my teeth. I took a quick 
sfipw^r, humming one of my favorite 












Happy Roi>i:nt! 







tunes, and quickly got dressed to go to work. 
And what is my jOb, you ask? 

The most ©tntStZlng job in the world! 

I run The RodenTs Gazette, Mouse Island’s 
most I'amouse newspaper. 

My name is Stilton, ry/zZ/onl 

And when I walked to the olTice that 
morning, I greeted everyone I saw with a 

smile. 

First, I ran into Miss Angel Paws, 
Benjamin’s teacher, on her way to school. 












1 Was Om- o Happy Rodhnt! 


"Cood morning. Miss Paius! ’ i squeaked, 

waving lo her. 

But she looked the other way. It qicln r 
Dotn^r me. I just a.ssumed that she hadn’t 
heard me. 

Then I ran into Samantha Squeaky Clean, 
my houseeleaner. 

I have known hei' lor a long time. She is 
always kind, helpful, and friendly. 















I Was One <5 Happy Rodent! 


Good morning. Miss Squeal^y 


Clean!” i squeaked with a smile. 


She looked at me and seowled. “Hmph!” 
At the moment, it 4icll^'t b^tVlCr rn$. I 


ligured that she was in a bad mood. 

Then I ran into my tailor. Sartorius 
Stitehfur. 


“Hello.” I .said politely, but he didn’t reply, 
either. Weird! Was he also in a bad fflobd? 
















1 Was Om- o Happy Rodi-nt! 


Next, I said hello lo Mrs. liusymousc. We 
have been neighbors for a long time. I help 
her with her groeery shopping, and every 

day I send her a large-print eopy of 


The Rodent’s Gazette beeause she is older 


and has trouble reading the small print. 

But she \rf*WtiecI at me. “Shame on you, 
Geronimo,” she said in a disapproving tone. 
I wondered if maybe I forgot her birthday. 
“Hmm ... 1 am .soriy',” 1 replied. “Have a 
great day!” 

Still looking OUTI^AGED, she turned and 

walked away. 

I started thinking that some 
of a weird bad mood was spreading in New 
Mouse City. Otherwise, why was everyone 



being so 

The rest of my walk was exaetly the 
same. 1 smiled at every rodent I passed, but 


b 








I Was One I Iai’I’y Rodent! 


nobody would giccl me. Everyone bume® 
the other way, pretending not to see me or 
replying in a RUPF 

Pretty soon I started to wonder if the bad 
mood outbreak was contagious, because 


my 



V mood turned more and more 


rotten with each step I took! 

I only realized what was wroy after I 
reached the newsstand. All the newspapers 
(except for The Rodent’s Gazette) featured 



BEFORE COIMC OUT 


AFTER COINC OUT 











I Iai’I’y Rodent! 


icniblc sioi ics about me on the front. 

Mfhat wds going on? 

Red in the snout from embarrassment, i 


bought all the newspapers. Then I quiekly 
walked to the oKlee, hiDifiG behind the big 
itack SO nobody could see me. 
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You Should 
Be Ashamed of 
Yourself! 


I called oul, ti2©rri'ifv'gT” when 


I walked inio ihc olTiec, but 



re 



Everyone turned the other way. looking 

insulted, or pretended not to hear me. 

“Really? All of you have iurnej gainst 
1116. too?” I cried. 

I STOMl^ED into my offiee, SLaiNIHED 

the door behind me. and put the stack of 


new'spapers on my desk. Each one had a 

ierriliie, avi^ul. horribie story 

about me on the front page. I was making 

headline news — and the news wasn’t 


good at all! 

I looked over the BQEIDBB <t>id what I saw 


lU 












You Siioui.i) Bk 



AsIIAMKD OI YoURSbl>! 



left me squcakicss. In one of 
ihem, I was stepping on the 
RIQIjOr's paw! In another one, I 
was a mouselet 

who was daneing with me! In 

the next one. I Siioeezed right 


onto a helpless stranger . .. 

HOW W3S tH3t P0SSIB16? I am a well-behaved 


iJloO^Se who always tries to be kind to 


everyone. I had never done any of those 
things! But it was definitely me in those 
photos! 

HOW WEIRD ... 

I started looking at them more earelully, 
and then it Dfiitt me. These were similar 
to photos that I had posted online after a 
party for the mayor. 


I remembered the photos well, but 
someone had crlAhAtJ them. I had 



never 











You Siioui.i) Bi-: 



Asuamii) or Yoursem ! 


slopped on ihc mayor’s paw, nor tripped a 
mouselel. nor on someone! They 

had been ElDITHDl 
WU9 had done this to the photos and, 
more important, WHY? I wondered. 

I was thinking about this when my 
grandlather, Willism Sh0rtP3WS, barged 
into my olTiee. He slammed a eopy of Thc 
Daily Ral on my desk. 

“You should be a.Sha.m.e<l of yourself, 
Geronimo! Is this any way to behave?” he 
seolded me. 

Then my sister, Thea, walked in, with a 

draft of my latest BOOK, full of red 

marks. 


“Ger, your latest book is full of mistakes!” 
she reported. 

“Mistakes?” I asked. 

“Yes!” Thea replied. “It’s like you forgot 
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Photo taken by Thea Edited photo 
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Photo taken by Thea 



Edited photo 
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Photo taken by Thea 


Edited photo 
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You Siioui.i:) Bi' 


Asiiami D oi Yoursi*i.i ! 



all about CRAMMAH 



and 


pyncTynTi?n! 




Then one of the assistant editors, Ms. 
Raven, walked in. “Geronimo, is this .some 
kind of a she asked, waving a 

printout of an email. “Why would you send 
out these mean emails to the whole staff? 
This one says that we ail had stinky eheese 
breath. That’s not very m5c©! 

What has gotten into you, grandson? 
my grandfather boomed. “Oo YOlf 

car TRcars foa Boam? 


ft 






ff 


« * • 


“I 


I 


ft 


I stammered. 


• • • • 


I didn’t know what to 
say. I might as well 
have had eat tieats for 
brains, beeause I was so 

Confused that l eouldn’t 

think straight! 













You Si ioui n Bu 



Asiiami d oi Yoursi:i.i ! 


Nothing made any 

I knew that I hadn’t sent Thea a book 
manuseript filled with mistakes. I read eaeh 
draft a tllSUSailt) times to make sure 
grammai; spelling, and punctuation were 
correct. 

And I certainly hadn’t .sent out an email 
to my staff telling them that they had cheese 
breath. I don’t have a wean wAisiter in 
my body! 

“I SWEXR. I didn’t send those emails.” I 
.said. 

Ms. Raven slapped a pile of papers on my 
desk. 

“Read them yourself.” she said, and then 
she walked out of my olTice. 

I quickly read through the GITIdjlS. They 
were CLEARLY sent from my email address. 
And eaeh one was just as oTTerv^ive and 
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You Siioui.1) Hi£ 


Ashami o oi- Yoursi^i-I ! 



mean as ihc slinky cheese breath email. 

One of them said, “You are more annoying 
than gum stuck in my fur!” Another said, 
“Your stories are so boring they pul me to 
sleep!” 

“lt*S not possible!” I said. “I would never 


send these kinds of emails to my eoworkers. 

They’re like my second family! ” 

Thea and Grandfather Stilton walked out, 
shaking their heads. 1 began to S6y. 

“WHY. OH WHY. IS THIS HAPPCNING TO Me?" 












Things Get Worse! 


|usl as I stopped crying, a delivery mouse 
knocked on my door, and behind him there 

was gnotber one, and gnotber one, 

and gnO'tbev' one. Each one was carrying 



object in his paws. 

The first had a pair of tap-dancing shoes 



THEY DEUVERED THE 

H TAP shoes 

A GOLD-PLATED 

following: 


SUITCASE 














































once owned by the lamousc dancer, Fred 

Fancyfooi (totally useless since I dont tap'dancel). 

The second had a huge gold-plated suitcase 

(totally useless because it was so heavy you needed 

a crane to lift it up/). The third had keys to a 
private purple helicopter (totally useless, as I 


had a guitar decorated with precious stones 

(totally useless because I cannot play the yuitar/). 

‘Holey CueeSe, lake these things baek!” 
I shrieked. "*1 did not order them. I do not 



helicopter <eys 



GUITAR decorated WITH 
PRECIOUS STONES 









Things Gi:t 


Worse! 



need ihcm. And most importanl, 1 qo not 

want them!” 


The first delivery mouse shrugged. “Sorry, 
sir, but you ordered all ol this stud (rom 

the Filthy Rich Rilts website. It was all 

paid lor using your eredit eard. It’s not our 

fault you ehanged your mind!” 


They deposited their deliveries and then 
walked out. 

I .seratehed my furry head. Was it possible 
that I had purehased all of these objeets? 



soud-©old statue 


JEWEL-STUDDED 

ARMCHAIR 














Maybe my head was full of 
after all . . . 

before I eould add up the eost of those 
EXPENSIVE items, more delivery miee eame 
into my offiee! They had more ridiculous 
items for me. There was a folid-eold 

flolut of me on a horse (rJ^(?ng hor'SCS msikgs 
me ). 

And the gifts kept coming. One mouse 
carried in a new armchair studded with 



A collection of ancient 

CHEESE RINDS 


KEYS TO A FURRARI 










Things Gi:t 


Worse! 



jewels (totally useless, because I already had an 
armchair, and the predous stones were sharp/). 

Another held a eolleetion of aneieni eheese 
rinds belonging to Mousehoplep III, stored 
in a real Egyptian vase (a treasure fit for a 
museum/). 

Finally, a delivei^ mouse handed me the 
keys to a Furrari raee car (totally useless because 

I am afha'd to drive ftist cars/) . 

Then the phone rang. LEDGER MONEVPflWS, 

manager of the bank was 
calling me. 

“Mr. Stilton, I am so sorry to 
have to tell you this, but your 
.savings account is empty,” he 
began, “ilott broioe/” 
“broke? What? How is that 
po.ssible?” I .squealed. 

“It is VERY PO//IBI.E, 
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Mr. Stilton, bccau.se you have .spent eveiy 
penny that you had — and more. You 


^\tpa\t\RCio your credit card, and now 


you OWE the bank a great deal of money,” 
he explained. 


I couldn’t believe my ears. ”1 what? 




“You owe us a lot of 



. Cash. 


Greenbacks. Bills,” Mr. Moneypaws said. “I 
must say, Mr. Stilton, that I thought you were 
a very SSnSible mou.se. What exactly do you 
need with a oeldftA skobutt of yourself? 


And a jeWiBl“©TlcI\lStecl armchair?” 

"But I didn’t bUV those things, I swear!” 
I protested. 

“Do not LIE to me, Mr. Stilton,” Mr. 

Moneypaws said sternly. “These charges 
were clearly made from your very own 

COMPUTER. And now to pay your debt. 
I’m afraid you will have to sell The 








Tiiincs Gi:t 



Rodent's Gazette. I hale lo ihink what your 
grandfather will say.” 

I started lo beg. “My grandfather? Please 
don’t say a word to my grandfather!” 

Then I ffliVtiet/, falling baekward onto my 
ofllee lloor. 

I’m not sure how long I was out. I just 
knew that I did not want to wake up. I 
was about a green-eyed 

mouselet who was seolding me. 

“Bad. really bad, Stilton,” she was saying. 
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“Did you already I'orgcl ihc QfOldcn 

Hulcsr 

“I am sorry, miss, do I know you?” I asked. 
Before she eould answer, a buekelful of 

COLD WATER splashed on my snout and I 

woke up, sputtering. 

I opened my eyes and .saw my sister, Thea, 
standing above me, holding a bueket in 
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Tmiscs Gkt 



WoKSli! 




s. Next to her s 



my 


little r)6pr)GUJ Benjamin, 


who looked worr 

worried! 



. . very 




Unele Ger, are you okay?” he 



1 slowly stood up and rubbed my eyes. 

“1 must have fainted,” 1 replied. “I was 
dreaming about a nnySG®r'i®US mouselet 
with green eyes and RE0 EUR. 1 eouldn’t 
explain it, but I had the feeling she was the 
only one who eould help me!” 

Thea and Benjamin looked at eaeh other 
in surpri.se. They squeaked at the same time: 
“But of eourse, we know exaetly who you 


mean: 





*_1 t* 


“You do?” I 

Thea and Benjamin didn’t answer me. 
They just grabbed me by my sleeves and 








Worsk! 


Things Ui t 




me out of my office . 


"Where arc we going?” 


I squeaked as they 


pulled me. 
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She s My Only 

Hope! 


Wc hopped in Thea’s car and she TOOK 
OFF toward the harbor. 

“Hey, SLoW DoWil!” I squeaked. “Where 
are we l ushing to?” 

Thea grinned. “We are driving to see 
SCMScr.G! The only one who can help you!” 

“Can you please tell me who SIIC 
is?” I pleaded. “You’re talking about the 
mysterious rodent in my dream, right?” 

“Come on. Uncle G, don’t you remember 
who SIIC is?” Benjamin asked. 

“CueeSe anp cRacKeRS, just please tell 
me!” I begged. 

“She is Professor Margo Bitmouse, also 
known as Doe,” my nephew replied. 
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NAME: MARGO BITMOUSC 


NICKNAME: DOC 


JOB: COMPUTER SCIENTIST 




HOW GERONIMO KNOWS HER: 

SHE TAUGHT A CLASS IN INTERNET 
SAFETV AT THE INSTITUTE FOR 
MARINE M.O.U.S.E.O.L.O.G.V. AND 
GERONIMO TOOK THE CLASS. SHE 
IS ALSO FRIENDS WITH HIS SISTER. 
THEA. 


HER SPECIALTV: VIRTUAL REALITV 
VIDEO GAMES 


HER HOBBV: WRITING CODE 


HER DREAM: TO DEFEAT ALL , 
HACKERS AND CVBER CRIMINALS 







Siiii’s M\ 



Only IIoi’k! 


“PitMOOSG?” I fc pea led. 

lienjamin shook his head. “You totally 
forgot everything, Unele G. That’s why you 
are in sueh big troUtlS!” 

By then we had arrived at New Mouse 
City Harbor. We stopped in front of a 
building that I reeognized. A wooden 
sign hung over the door: 

INSTITUTE FOR MARINE M.O.U.S.E.O.L.O.&.V. 

Finally, I remembered! A few years before, 

I had attended a elass on Internet safety 
there. It was taught by Margo Bitmouse, 
the foremost expert on Internet safety in 
all of Mou.se Island. She was the GREEN- 
EYED mou.se in my dream. 

Doe (as everyone ealls her) leaches 
a populsr Internet safety class geared 
toward technologically challenged, HSfcleSS 
lodents ... like me! But why were Thea and 
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Shu’s My [ Only llouu! 


Benjamin bringing me to her? I eouldn’t 
refacnilber anything I learned in that 
elass — maybe that was the problem! 

Thea pulled up in front of a ship, the 
ScrolliN9 SjrPsi*. “Doe has set up a new 
onboard sehool,” my sister explained. 

Thea spotted Doe on the deek and ealled 
out to her. “Hello, Doe! We need your help. 
It’s an EMKRGEiXCY!” 

“Come on board!” she called back with a 

smile. “We’re about to SWp out!” 

We climbed onto the ship. Doc raised the 
anchor, and the Scrolling Surfer took off 
from the harbor, as fast and smooth as a 
seagull . . . 

I was surprised to see my Uncle- GTavtUT 
at the ship’s wheel. I waved and then Doc 
asked us to^T^TW^Pi' her to the meeting room, 
where we sat around an oval glass table. 
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Siiii’s M\ 


Only IIoi’k! 



“Doc, I’m plcajicd to sec you again,” I 
said, shaking her paw. 

“I am, too, Stilton,” she llrmly replied. “But 
something tells me you probably 
everything that I taught you, especially the 
ten Qoldcn 'Rulcsl Right? Otherwise 
you would not be in trouble.” 

I llDlluisIlfiedI to the tips of my ears. She 
was right! But I didn’t want to admit it. 

“Hmm . . . well ...” I mumbled. “It’s not 
that I ©©mpicbely forgot. I mean. I guess 
I forgot a little bit . , .” 

She arched her eyebrows and stared at me 
with her GREEN eyes. I couldn’t lie. 

“All right. I admit it,” I said. “I forgot 

everything, especially the ten golden 
flifles! But, Doc, what do the rules have 

to do with what happened to me?” 

“That’s what we’re about to Imd out. 


>1 





































































































































































































































I. MEETING ROOM 

2 RESEARCH IA8 

3 computer classroom 

1 CO^^MUNICATION HUB 

5. GALLEY 

6. BE DROOM5 
7 BATHROOMS 

8. GYM 

9. MAIN deck 

10. comaaand center 

II, SECRET ROOM! 



















































Shk's M\ 


Om.y IIoimM 


Slilton,” she replied. Then she pointed to 
a picture with a golden frame hanging on 
the wall. It was a list of the ten Qciiden 
Hulcs of internet safety. 



>b 










The Rules 


I got closer to the picture and read the 
ten Qoldcn Defies. while my ears 
became REISER ANR RERRER with 
embarrassment. 

It was true. I had totally 
everything. How could I not remember all 
of this important stulT! 

“Doc, I reviewed the rules,” I said, walking 
back to the table. “Can you UtLl* me figure 
out what’s happening?” 

“I told you I would you, Stilton,” 

she said. “II you can KAoX/LaW ten rules, I 
will help you.” 

I took a 12SII*@ai'Cl}s . I was so 

anxious that my whiskers were trembling. 
Then I perfectly recited the ten Qoldicn 

"Rules ... 
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fAhvtiys surf the tvch irith the help of an adult! 
Malle sure vour 


» 


on suspicious 


4, 'Po not mail photos and personal information 
to people you do not knoio! 

:nts if you receive 
pictures from people you do not know! 

iy. If someone sends you a messaije that makes 
you feel uncomfortable, tell an adult. 

4 4r 

If a stranqer asks to meet with you, tell your 
parents! 

Some websites miijht ask for moiuy 
away from them! 

cl. Use common sense when surfiiu) the web! 


JO. 'Do //(>/ 


that is 


to 








































































The 



Rui.es 


“Very Slilton,” Doc said with a 

nod. “Now whal can I do lor you? What is 
the EMER<>EiVCY your sister, Thea, was 
talking about?” 

Thea answ'ered lor me. “Doc, I think 
someone H&CKED into all of my brother’s 
online aecounts. He’s really gotten himself 
into troUtlS!” she said. 

I sighed. “Thea is right. Somcovto 
accessed my computer while I was online. 


copied my QCiEinElB. edited them to make 
me look like I was behaving in Rupfw^yv 
and mailed them to all the newspapers. And 
now no ono will speak to me!" 

“Is that everything?” Doc asked. 

“No. Someone sent to my 

colleagues and friends, rn/t(:irTA of them 
and IflSultiy them,” 1 told her. 

“I .see,” Doc said. 
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Rui.ks 



“And ihcrc’s more!” 


I wenl on. 


“SOftieoviC even in.scrtcd Sp^//if9^ 
and CRAMMATICAL mislakcs into the 
manuscript of my new book. And worst 

of all. someone used my credit card to 

• * I * * * 

pureha.se an enormouse amount of useless 
and EXPENSIVE items. Now 1 am broke, and 


my banker tells me that 1 will have to sell 

The Rodent’s GazetteV' 
















I bursi inlo tears. 




/ AM Aumo!" I wailed, and then I 
began SdVyii)^ uneontrollably. 

“Get ahold ol' yourself, Stilton,” Doe 
said firmly. “You’ll sink this ship with your 
tears!” 

Then she took out a box labeled 

Extremely Desperate Cases” and handed 


4 # 



me a 


soft 


ti.ssue. 


“I know things look GPilVI. 

Stilton, but keep your snout 
up,” she said. “This is a BAP 


CASE, but I’ve j 


1 


worse. We’ll 


figure this out. 




Doe’s words gave me COTl^icCOTlCG. I 
stopped elying. “Thanks, Doe. )ust let me 
know what I need to do.” 

She smiled. “Mueh b©tt6r Stilton.” she 
exelaimed. “Now hand me your laptop ...” 
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I obeyed. 

“Follow me!” she 
said, and we all 
went to a small 

research lab next 

to the meeting 
loom. 

Doe put my 
laptop on a table 
that looked like an 

operating table, with 

a bright light overhead. She pulled a DQiQSnS 
over her .snout, put on a pair of lOCAK 
gloves, and then opened the laptop and 

began to EXAMINE it. 

She started typing on the keyboard. The 
sereen lit up, and weird CODES, numbers, 
and letters began toSSroll really fast. 

Doe didn’t .say anything. She kept on 
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typing and mumbling to herself. 


"Hmm 



“What? What is going on?” I asked. 

"Hmm... hmm.. 

-What?” 

"Hmm_hmm_hmm.. " 


“What what what?” 

"Hmmmmmmm.. " 

After an hour of "hmm . . . hmm . . . 
hmm ...” I eouldn’t take it anymore. 

“Please. Doe, have MERCY on me and tell 
me something. How bad is it?” I asked. 

“Hmm -.. hmm... hmm ... it s 

bad. I mean, it’s really bad. Aetually, it’s 
extremely bad!” 

“Extremely bad?” I WAILED. “What 

happened? Plea.se tell me!” My whiskers 
began to tremble from anXiCty. 

“What happened is that you did not 


4> 









The 



Rules 


cicale a 







The p 






lor your compulcr, Slillon! I 
^new you liacj forgotten tbe 


ten Golden Rules/” she 


I'C 



*4 




, someone wants 


So, someone dcCCSSCQ your 
laptop, Xfolt your photos, 
edited them, and mailed them 
to the newspapers. Then they fidcliscf 
into your email aeeount and used your 
eredit eard. 
to dC^Ttroy you, but you certainly made it 
easier lor them, Stilton!” 

lienjamin’s eyes were wide open with 
worry. “Who could have done that?” he 
asked. 

Thea tenderly 'patt6(i his head. “That’s 
tHACTLV what we need to find out, 
Benjamin,” she said. 


“I think I know which POttCfl 



IS 
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behind this,” Doe said. “It’s got to be Niek 

Nobody, the most NOTORIOUS haeker on 

Mouse Island! There isn’t a single mainframe 
he hasn’t ildclisd into.” 

Benjamin jumped up. “I know him!” he 
squeaked. “I play a live online video game 

ealled Pirates of the Squeaky Seas! Niek 

Nobody is the best player of that game. He’s 
undefeated!” 




Well done, Benjamin!” Doe 


laimed. 


’’That is a that may lead us to 


him!” 

“Come,” she said, waving her paw. “We 
must go to my lab.” 












NAME: NOBODV HNOWS HIS REAL 
NAME! 

WHO HE IS: NOBODV HAS EVER 
SEEN HIM. BUT HE IS THE MOST 
WELL-KNOWN HACKER ON MOUSE 
ISLAND. 

NICKNAME: HE LIKES TO BE 
CALLED NICK NOBODV. 


JOB: HE IS KNOWN TO BE THE MOST TERRIEVING 
CVBER CRIMINAL. 

WHEN HE MET GERONIMO: TO BE HONEST. 
NOBODV KNOWS IF THEV EVEN MET AT ALL. 

HIS PASSION: HE IS FASCINATED WITH ALL 
ASPECTS OF COMPUTERS. 

HIS SPECIALTV: HE IS A MASTER OF ONLINE 
VIRTUAL REALITV VIDEO GAMES. 

HIS LONGTIME DREAM: HE WANTS TO FINALLV 
BREAK INTO THE VSSMS (VERV SECRET 
SUPERSECRET MOUSELV SERVICE) COMPUTER 
SVSTEM. GERONIMO IS A MEMBER OF THE VERV 
SECRET SUPERSECRET MOUSELV SERVICE AND HIS 
CODE name is 005. 

WHAT HE LOOKS LIKE: NOBODV HAS EVER 
SEEN HIM. 

















Who s Afraid of 
Nick Nobody? 


The lab was full of quietly humming 
computers, and large screens as THIN as 
slices of Swiss cheese hanging on walls like 

i>estei?s. 

“This is my secret TCSCarCh laDl” Doc 


proudly declared. “And these are the most 
powerful computers on Mouse Island! Here 
I store all the newest software and latest 

technology.” 

She lowered her voice. “Everything you see 
here is CDM^IDEMFIftL. You must promise 
me that you will not tell anyone.” 

“We cross our whiskers!” the three of us 
promised. 

“Good!” Doc .said. “Let’s get started.” 
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Who’s Ai raid of 



Nick Nobody? 


• • • 

• •• 

• • 

I OilMVtO up. ready lo go. “Sure, lei’s 
get busy! Let’s do this!” I eried. “So . . . 
what are we doing, EXACTLY?” 

“Well, I have a plan in mind,” Doe said. 
“And a lot of it HINGES on you, Stilton, 
although I’m not sure if that’s the best 
idea. You seem to be KSpelcss with 

eompuiers.” 

“That is true,” I admitted. 




But I’m afraid it’s the only way,” she said. 


“So here it is: you, Geronimo Stilton, will 
ehallenge Nlc4 ^iol>ocfy lo his favorite 

game. Pirates of the Squeaky Seas!” 

“M-m-me?” I stammered. “Challenge Niek 
Nobody?” 

“Thai’s right,” Doe replied. 

I turned as PflDjG as mozzarella. “B-b- 
but . ..” 


“While you keep him bu.sy. I’ll try lo 
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Who*s Ai raid of 


Nick Nobody? 


■?ievJre oot whcic on Mouse 
Island he connects to the 
Internet,” Doe said. “And then 
we will go and find Tiini!” 

“That could work!” Thea 
exclaimed. 

“It’s a good plan, except for 
one thing,” I said. “I am not 
good at video games! paws 

car’-l: work ■che coirtroller •(’as-fc 
enough/ I ge*!: a heac/ache/ I 
always ^'orgex -the rules/ I atn 
•toxally hopeless/” 

Doc opened a cabinet and 
pulled out 60CGLES and 
some strange-looking gloves. 

“Don’t you worry, Stilton,” 
Doc said. “This high-tech 
equipment will give you the 
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Who’s Ai raii> of 



Nick Nobody? 


edge you need. This gear would make even 
the worst player look like an 



Thea’s eyes were wide. “This stuff looks 

cool. What does it do?” 

Doe grinned. “This gear is designed to give 

the player the ULTIMATE virtual reality 

experience!” she replied. 


• i 


I’m not really sure what virliial reality 


is,” I admitted. 


headset 


VIRTUAL REALITV 

Uirtual reality is a computer- 
created artifictai ujorid that 
placers can interact ujlth. 

virtual reaiiti^ uideo 
require the use of 
qoqqles unth internal screens. 




Qloues uMth special 
and headsets that feed 
and instructions to the 
placers feel Utie thc^ 
inside the oame! 



gloves 

































Who’s Ai raid oi 



Nick Nobody? 


“It’s a compuicr-gcncraied world designed 
to look real,” Doe explained. “With this gear, 
you will feel like you are really inside the 
game. You’ll be in a 5-D environment that 
you can SEE from all angles. You can hear 

noises and even touch things.” 

“What if I make niiJ^t3l(CJ?” 1 asked. 
“Benjamin and Thea will go with you,” 
Doe replied. “That is, if they agree. The 
experience will be very /l/TEi^SE and could 


even 


be DANGEROUS 




“I’ll do it!” Benjamin squeaked. “I know 
this GAITIE like the back of my paw. I 
can guide us through it.” 




I think it will be fUW,” 




putting on her gloves. 

“Doc. how d-d-dangerous will it get’.^” I 
asked. 

“If you stay calm, you won’t have any 
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Who’s Ai raii> of 



Nick Nobody? 


problems,” Doc replied. “Everything in the 
world is computer-generated, so it can’t 

HURT you. But if you forget that, well . . . 
you could get a very DANGEROUS sea re!” 

“I am not very good at staying calm,” 1 
admitted. “I think it’s best if 1 just go home!” 

“Geronimo, don’t you want to get out of 
this Thea asked me. 


a* 


Of course!” 1 said 





















Who’s Ai raid oi 


Nick Nobody? 



“Then put on your gear,” my sister said 
firmly. 

I know she was right. I put on my headset, 
QOQQICS, and the gloves. 

And then I paijicied! I was suddenly 
transported into a empty room! 

I didn’t like the feeling one bit. 

I tried tof*f#ff away, but I forgot that 
the helmet and gloves were attached to lots 
of hanging cables and wires. So I tripped, 
rolled dou/n the stairs, bumped my head, 
and ended up in cables and 

w i res! 

How cHibarrassi»i3! 

It took Doc an hour to unban^lc me . 


• • 










DEALING WITH VIRTUAL REALITV! 






































































































































































































Like a Zombie 
Toad... 


When she finished. Doe sighed. “Now that 
I’ve UYit^ti0lcc[ Stilton, we ean start,” 
she announced. 


“I hope you can U^oUf* COOt this 


time, Ger,” Thea said to me. “Don’t try to 
run away again.” 


My furry cheeks turned PIMM. “I’ll try to 
stay calm, I promise,” I .said. “But you know 
me. I can be a totally hopeless SCarCuy- 
mouse sometimes! I can’t help it!” 

Thea sighed. “You’ve got to keep it 
together. Brother. You don’t want to lOSC 
The Rodent’s Gazette, do you?” 

Thea knew exactly what to say to me. 
Thinking of losing my b6|OV6Cl newspaper 
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Like a 



Zombie Toad . . . 


made me realize lhat I hud to slay ealm! 


I eould not be the j 


old scaredv- 




mOLlse I usually was. 


No, this lime I would have to be a diHerenl 
kind of rodent: brave, fearless, strong, 
smart, fast . . . Vy. 

I had to do it to save The 
Kodenl's Gazette. So I look 
a deep breath and 
myself as a totally different 
mouse. 

Then I heard Doe’s voiee 
in my headset, “benjamin, 
ean you explain the rules 
of the game to Thea and 
Geronimo?” she asked. 

“Sure!” Benjamin squeaked. As he read 
the rules aloud, images FLasUet> inside 
my goggles. 
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piRQTes OF THe SQUCAHV seps 

RULES OF THE GRmE 


This is a team game that takes place in a pirate world, 
with traps, attacks, and treasures to be found. The 
object of the game is for each team to reach its own 
treasure island. Each player has nine lives. After the 
ninth life, the player is eliminated. Players lose a life 
every time they are hit. When any of the members of 
a team lose their nine lives, the team is automatically 
eliminated, too. During the game, it is essential to 
stock up on food, weapons, water, and treasures to 
keep going in the game. 

1. Pirates of the Squeaky Seas is a multiplayer online 
game. 

2. Each team is named after a pirate ship. Each player 
can choose his/her own name and choose his/her 
own character. 

3. The game consists of ten levels. Each level has tasks 
of varying difficulties. In order to advance to the next 
level, you have to successfully complete alt the tasks. 


LEVa 1; ROOKIE 
LEVa 2: MATE 
LEVa 3: CREWMAN 
LEVa 4; BOATSWAIN 
LEVa 5: WOLF OF THE SEA 
LEVa 6: BUCCANEER 


LEVa 7: RAIDER 

LEVa 8: PRIVATEER 

LEVa 9: PIRATE ON THE ATTACK 

LEVa 10: CORSAIR OF THE 

SEVEN SEAS 


Only Nick Nobody has reached Level 10. No player has 
ever defeated him. 







Like a 


Zombie Toad . . . 



“Is cvciything clear. Uncle Gcr?” Benjamin 
asked when he had finished explaining ihe 
rules. “The firsi lew LEVELS are pretty easy, 
so you should he able to figure it out as you 
go. But first we have to choose the name of 


our pirate ship and create our 
Any suggestions?” 

I |8©ne)cr0e) this lor a bit. “We could 
name our ship Sc;rolliN9 SjrPsr, just like 
Doe s ship. What do you think? And I will 


be GeiBiey SHiveistjaiL.” 


“And I will be Terry the Terrible!” Thea 
announced. 

“And I will be Benny the Buccaneer!” 
Benjamin added. 

Then we got to select eyes, snouts, ears, 

noses, clothing, and accessories 
from the screen to create our character 
looks. Here is what we came up with . . . 
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ZoMBiK Toad . . . 


Wc were all very 



with our 


C'f 




characters . . . except for me! I thought 

the QREEN fur I chose lor GGIB^y 
SHlVG]Bt33lL would look cool. But Thea 
took a look at my character and giggled. 

“Well, at least you will SCARE our enemies! 

You look like a giant toad dressed 



up like a pirate!” 




;a at my chan 



* 1 % 








in 



That CfilEI? 

my opinion!” she said. “It 
looks exactly the way you 
Stilton, when you were 
on the ship earlier.” 

“I really like it. Uncle Ger!” 

Benjamin added. “You look 
like a Z0M6i€ toad pirate on 
a ghost ship.” 

“I don’t want to look like a 
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Like a 


Zombie Toad . . . 



zombie'(oad pii’a'te!” I cried. 

“Sorry, Uncle Gcr, but I’ve already 
oiplo^dcd our eharaelcrs.” benjamin said. 

“Then it’s lime to BeoiKi our mission,” 
Doe said. “Make sure your 
are Rrmly in place. Remember that there 
are WIRES attached to your gloves, and 
don’t make any big movements. Now, if 
you’re ready . . . ®fF C®! Good luck. 


everyone!” 

The screen inside my goggles 
and suddenly everything changed. We were 

inside the Pirates of the Squeaky Seas 

game! It was ineredible! It really looked like 


were on board on old pirate ship! The ship 
was anchorsd off the shore of an island. 

“The first lour levels are pretty simple,” 
Benjamin explained. “We need to bring 
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ZoMBiK Toad . . . 


Wc Quickly advanced through the Rrsi 
lour levels. We carried ehesis lull of C91D 
[>$UC1$«I1S on board, and barrels full 

of oily ANCHOVIES that we eould aetually 

smell! (They were very stfnkfi !) 

“You’ll never know what you might need 
in the game,” explained Benja — I mean, 

BENNY THE BUCCANEER. “And now, w 


/* 


set sail! 




Terry the Terrible (my sister, and our 
ship’s captain) hoisted the dlichor, and 
we sailed into the blue ocean — and the 


FIFTH LEVEL of the game. Soon we spotted 

a PiRKTE SHIP sailing toward us with 


IsillaGlIfi samVs 


Then . . . BOOM/ The pirate ship fired 

; of its cannons at us! 

PREPARE TO BE 


4 % 




the Buceaneer shouted. 
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It s Only a Video 

Game! 


The cannonball splashed in the water just a 
few leet from the ship. The waves rocked, 
and I started to feel seasick. 

Then the wind began to 'BtiJOfln so 
violently that we were seared it would tear 
apart the sails. 

BOOM/ A second cannonball flew 

toward u.s, narrowly missing us again. 
“Quick, lower the sails!” Thea ordered. 

I pulled at the ropes, but they were 

up at the top of the mainmast. 
“Climb up there, Gerry Shivertail!” 
Benjamin called out. 

I gulped, /ts only a video game, I told 
myself, and I up the tall mast. 
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Then I made ihc mistake 
of looking down. The deck 
looked like it was I'ai; far 
below me! I got super 
dizzy! My head began to 
spin like a wheel of cheese! 

Then I heard a gentle voice 
in my ear. 

-irSONtrAVIDEOCAHE. 

STILTON . . don’t forget 

that . . . it’s only a video 
game!” 

It was Doc! She was 

us on a 
computer screen, so she 
knew everything that was 
happening to us. 

The sound of her voice 

helped to calm me down. 










V'lDEo Game! 


It’s Om-Y a 



I took u deep breath and 
the ropes. Our ship sailed away from the 
attaeking ship . . . and we advaneed to the 
sixth level! 

“Way to go, Gcppg Shiveptail!” Thea eheered. 

liut we eould not eelebrate lor long, 
heeause the pirate ship with the tslIcfiGlIs 
ScHillS pulled up next to us. Terrifying 
pirates waving swords tried to board our 
ship! 

“Uh-oh,” said Benjamin. “We forgot to 
stoek up on weapons!” 

“Well, we Stiltons are peaceful miee,” 

Thea said. 

“But what do we do now?” I asked. “How 
will we baek?” 

Onee again we heard Doe’s voiee in our 

ears: “ IT’S ONLY A VIDEO CAHE. They ean’t 

hurt you.” 
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It's Om.y a 


ViDiio Gamk! 



Benjamin was the first to ealm down. He 
ran to the galley, took a barrel of the oily 
anehovies, and spilled them on the deek! 
Thea and I did the same and overturned 
two more barrels ol the sufiBr-^stinku, 
Otl^. and $L|MY anehovies. 

When the attaeking pirates jumped 
on our ship’s deek, they I'liPPGd on the 
stinky anehovies. They all fell overboard. 









V'iDEo Game! 


It’s Om-Y a 



S^\(ksWst\(A light into a school of hungry 
sharks! The sharks chased them away. 
Then we advanced to the SEVENTH LEVEL. 


Levels 7 and 8 were fairly easy. No other 
ships ATTACKiO us. We .sailed the seas, 
.stocking up on points and chests of 













It's Om.y a 


ViDiio Gamk! 



I was almost relaxed when we got to the 
NINTH LEVEL. Maybe the video game was 
not as difficult as I thought it would be! 

And then — I got distraeted on an island 
and I’orgot to board the Scrolling Surfer. 
Thea and Benjamin sailed oil without me. 

That’s when 1 got into big trouble. I lost 
.seven out of my nine lives! 

I got P®!k.6(J by a sharp sword. (-1 life) 
I into a swamp of hungry alligators. 

(-1 life) 

I was OStlBburCsl by the enemy pirates. 
(-1 life) 

The pirates were ANGRY, so they fed me to 

the sharks. (-1 lives) 

Before the sharks eould eat me, a whale 

SlUflLLOWCD me. (-1 life) 

The whale hiceupped me baek out onto a 
deserted iSldlUD. (•] life) 
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HOW I LOST SEVEN LIVES... 



They fed we to the 



A whale Swallowed 
Me. (-1 life) 




The whale hiccupped we back 
out« (-1 life) 


J 


I hid behind a bush because m/ 
stoMach hurt! (-1 life) 

















































It’s Only a 


ViDLo Gamk! 



There was nothing to eat there, so I 
eftofflped on wild berries and had sueh a 
bad stomaehaehe thal I had lo hide behind 


the bushes for hours! (-1 life) 

What a disaster, lieeause of me my 
was about to get 


team 


Then I heard Doe’s voiee again. “Remember, 

IT S ONLY A VIDEO GAHEl” .she said. “You 


don’t really have a stomaehaehe! Use your 
brains and try lo find your teammates.” 

Doe’s words calmcJ me down onee 
again. I thought up a plan. 

I wrote a message to my friends and pul it 
in an empty bottle thal I found. I threw the 
hotlle in the oeean. 


I had done the right thing! 

A happy melody started playing: 





V'iDEo Game! 


It’s Om-Y a 



I starlcd jumping up and down. I had 
made il to the TENTH LEVEL! 

The game instantly transported me 
to the Scrolling Surfer. Thca had the bottle 
in her paw. 

“We LOOKED for you everywhere! ” 

she seolded. “Where w'ere you, Gerry 
Shivertail?” 

“Sorry. Captain Terrible, but I got lost,” 
I replied. “I had to fight off /HAftK/, 

IDHALCS, and alll^alrorS!” 

Then I frowned. “I’m so sorry, but I lost 
seven of my nine lives! I have only two left!” 

“Don’t worry, GGTBlBy SHlVGlBtiaiL!” 
Benjamin said. “The important thing is that 
we aie all baek together. We are a team and 

we ean win if we STICIC TOGETHER. We won’t 

lose you again!” 

That made me feel better. "Thanks, 








I I 's Om.y a 


V'lDi o Gami ! 






!” I said. 

Thca tapped my .shoulder and pointed 
off the deek of the ship. 


r 
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is over there. All we have to do is 
get there, battJe him, and win. Is everybody 


readvV 






READY. CAPTAW/ 





and I shouted 


in reply. 

“Then let’s go show that hacKep that 
nobody mes.ses with the Stiltons!” Thea 

ft/ 

eheered. 
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My Name Is Nick 

Nobody! 


Wc lowered a SMALL BOAT in the water 
and AOWgD toward the island. Suddenly, 
three boats full of PIRATES came toward 
us from behind aHOdfV ridge! 

We were in trouble! 

The captain was a SCRAWNY mouse. He 
had PaMPPt on his shoulder, an eye patch, 
and wore a large pirate hat with a gold letter 

N. N for Nicii Nobody! 

He looked me up and down. “You, with 
thelDoldy Sfggg-culored fur!” he called 
out. 

“Who, me?” I replied, my WH?5I<€‘R5 
trembling. 

“Yes, you!” he barked. "Do you see anyone 
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else with moldy OREEN fur?” 

“N-n-no sir,” I stammered. 

“Congratulations! You are VERY SCARYl” 
he said. “You look like a ZOM0t€ TOAD 

dressed up like a pirate.” 

“Um, pleased to meet you,” I said, not 
sure if he was complimenting me or not. 
“M-my name is Geron ... I mean, G6KlBy 
SHlVGBtj3lL. And who are you?” 

“My name is Nick, Nlicli Nobody!” 
he replied. “Do you want to know why? 














My Name Is 



Nick Nobody! 


Because until now 



has been able to 


find me. 



has been able to defeat me. 


and yilliUlAi ever will, is that clear? Especially 
not a cheesehead with moldy green FUR and 

two rcckies 


ff 


“I am no rookie. I am Terrf tbe 
Terrible, the captain of this crew,” Thea 


announced boldly. “We are here to compete 
against you!" 

Nick Nobody burst out laughing. “You 
cannot defeat me! DMWj can!” he boasted. 
















Mv Navik Is 


Nick Nobody! 



“I created this game! I came up with its 
tricks, dcCCpfiOttl, and traps. I made sure 
that I am the only one who can i/ifi. Only 
me! Always only me!” 


The parrot on his shoulder shrieked. 

Only him, always only him!” 

“Aren’t you ashamed of yoursell?” 





















My Namk Is 


Nick Nobody! 



Nick Nobody shrugged. “Well, I don’t 

care. / HATE TO LOSE/” 

He hates to lose!” the parrot 


repeated. 




Quiet, you pip.squeak, or else I’ll u.sc 


your tail fathers to decorate my hat! 





scolded the parrot. 

“Quiet you pipsqueak, quiet 

you pipsqueak!” the 

parrot shrieked. Hying off. 

Then the parrot landed 
on my shoulder. 

“You feathery traitor!” 

Nick Nobody yelled. 

Then he tuincd to his crew. “I am done 



talking to this SCRAWNY band of pirates. 
It’s time to attack!” 


“Attack! Attack!” the parrot 

repeated. 
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Nick Nobody’s pirates rowed really fast 
toward our dinghy. Then they started 
[r/^[^I^[[^(P their boats into ours! Our 

dinghy tipped over and we fell into the 

water! 















My Naml Is 



Nick Nobody! 


We had each lost one life! I was down 
to just one. As we were qfl5|p(V)q for air, we 
eould hear Doe’s voiee in our ears. 

“Don’t forget, it’s only a video game!’’ 
she told us. “You ean still 


underwater. 




Of eourse! That made .sen.se. We all started 
to breathe normally. 

I LODl^fiD around at the underwater 
plants and roeks. I spotted a ray of 
eoming through a roek covered in seaweed 
and sea anemone. As I got closer, I realized 
that the Hsie in the roek was an opening 
to an underwater tunnel! 

I signaled to Thea and lienjamin to 
follow me and we .swam into the CAVE. 
We SWdino and SWitID to the center of 


the island 


we were about to reach 



Nobody’s hldeOUt! 
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My Name Is 



Nick Nobody! 


“This is it, Gerry Shivorlail!” Ucnjamin 
called out. “LEVEL 10. We just have to take 
over the hideout and we’ll win the game!” 


“Hooray!” I cheered. “I can’t wait to show 
that Smdr^y-moiiSC Nick Nobody that 
we’re not pathetic, scrawny pirates. Let’s 
take the hideout!” 


I turned to into the hideout 


and 


found my.self snout-to-snout with a 

ViClOUS'LOOKfNG shark. 

He opened his huge 
mouth, filled with 

teeth. 

“Squeeeeeak, 

help! A/HAUK/” 



I 



was 


about to lose my 
last life! 

lust as the virtual 
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Nick Nobody! 


shark began to gobble me up, I heard Doe’s 


voiee in mv ears. 




Hang on! I am taking you baek to the 


I ' 


i.-,. . I 


she said. “Three 


• f 


two . . . 


* » • 


H£Pt Ht C^l 




The image of the shark’s 



mouth 


disappeared, replaeed by a blue sereen. 
,vw! I was glad that was over. 

But it meant that Niek Nobody had 
the game . . . 
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Who Is the Real 
Nick Nobody? 


After a few minutes, we were back on Doe’s 


ship. We were completely out of it and 

feeling dizzy, dizzy dizzy! 

I took off my goggles, my headset, and my 
gloves and immediately cheeked the color of 
my own fur. 
















Who Is tiiu Ri al 



Nick Nobody? 


I was happy lo see lhal it was no longer 

the moldy green color of a zombie toad! 

We were back in the real world! 

Doc happily us. 

“You all did grrab!” she congratulated 
us. “And thanks to your hard work, 1 have 
figured out where Nidi Nobody is hiding!” 

She showed us 
a map of Mou.se 
Island, with a 
X right off the coast 
of the Sea of Mice. 

We climbed back 

up to the MAIN 

and joined 
Uncle Grayfur at 
the of the 

Scrolling Surfer. 

“Doc, we’re almost 
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Nick Nobody? 


al ihc SP®+ on the map. liul your big 
X is on the water. There is no island at that 
loeation. Are you sure that’s the plaee?” 


Captain. That’s the spot!” 

Doe replied. 

I borrowed Unele Graylur’s binoeulars 

and SCANNED the 


surfaee. 


I notieed a little green <l@t on the horizon 




Land!” I sereamed. 


“And it looks just like Niek Nobody’s 
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Nick Nobody? 


hideout in the virtual reality game,” 

Benjamin remarked. 

“He must have found an uneharted iSiaND 

for his hideout,” Doe guessed. 

Thea eheered. “Now we ean 
take down that rotten haeker!” 


“Yeah! He’s more rotten than ten-year-old 
eheese!” Benjamin added. 

1 did not know whether to be liapnv or 
terrilled. Niek Nobody was a skilled haeker 
who did not want to be found. 1 was positive 
that the entire island would be proteeted by 


I • ^ ^ • 


a sophistieated SCCURlTY system. There 

might be KAYS eapable of frying 

off our whiskers, I imagined. 

How scary! 1 really like my whiskers! 

Then it hit me: there might be a SdiCf 
way to get to Niek’s hideout. 

“What if there is an underwater tunnel 
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leading to the hideout, just like in the game?” 
I asked. “We could take that and ThtAF into 
the hideout.” 

“{iriliiartfe, Stilton!” Doc said. “Let’s 
get suited up!” 

Uncle Grayfur dropped dfichor off the 
coast of the island. Doc. Thea, and I put on 
wet suits, masks, and oxygen tanks. Then we 
JUNPeO into the water, while lienjamin 
and my uncle stayed behind. 

We swam through $6€[W8e€( and rocks. 
Then I saw a ray of just like in the 

game. We had reached the underwaLer 
liinnel ! We .swam inside. As we got 
dccfscr and cI«c|9«b* into the cave, 
I had a feeling that I was forgetting 
something. 

Nick Nobody’s hill60llt looked just like 
the one in the game. The tunnel was the 
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same. So at the end of the tunnel we would 
probably llnd a . . . 

Shark! I sereamed inside my head. A huge 
/HAJIK with teeth was about to 

bite off my tail! And this was no VIKIUAL 
.shark. It was real! 

How eould I about the shark 

in the video game? I made my eseape by 
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Nick Nobody? 



quickly swimming into a narrow 
crawl space. Doc and Thca 
followed me. 

After a few feel, however, 
we found ourselves in veiy 

To escape 
the shark, we had swum 
right into the jiCWCr 
pipe! Thankfully, we were 
wearing the oxygen tanks. 



otherwise we would have 


from the smeU 


I 


/ should have lei that 
shark gobble me up! I 
thought. 

Luckily, Doc found a 
metal LADDER leading 


out of 



slime. She 


motioned for us to 
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follow her. When we reaehed ihe top. we 
very quietly pushed up a metal grate and 
ended up . . . inside Niek Nobody’s SBCfGt 

hideout! 


The metal bunker was filled with 
compufeps and sereens, all busy running 
eode. We tiptoed aeross the lloor. 



Nobody had his baek to us and was playing 

Pifates of the Squeaky Seas, whieh. of 


eourse. he was winning. 

Thea eharged at him. “This time you 
Niek Nobody!” she eried. 



Thea SLUNcIcol Niek’s ehair. and the 


haeker beeame tied up in all of the game’s 

WIRES and Cables. 

“flow dare you!” he .squeaked. “I am Nicii 
Nobody. Nobody ean defeat me!” 

“Well, SOMEBODY has you, and it’s 

us!” Doe told him. “You POti&V) eheater!” 
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Nick Nobody? 


I noticed that Nick Nobody was wearing 
a costume. He wore a captain’s suit and a 
pirate hat. His hair covered one eye. 

“You really take this game very seriously, 
don’t you?’’ I asked. 

“You don’t know what you’re talking 
abuul. oja mouse!' Nick Nobudy said. 

■OLD MOUSE/' I .squeaked. “I’m not 

really that old. If I have any gray whiskers 
it’s because I work so hard at The Rodent’s 


Gazette. 


ft 


“Geronimo!” Thea screamed. “Focus!’’ 
“Right.” I turned my attention back to 
Nick Nobody. 


4 « 


Can you please why 


you 




broke into NY computer, stole NY photos, 
used NY credit card, and spent all NY 


money?” I asked, my voice getting louder 
with each word. 
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Who Is tiiu Ri al 


Nick Nobody? 


l ie chuckled, pleased wilh himself, and 
his hat slipped off his head. Nick Nobody 
was no more than a yoUiig noUSelet, 
wearing a costume and a wig! “Stilton, you 
cHeeSebRaiN, you made it really Casy 
for me!” he replied. “You didn’t have a 
PASSWORD for your computer! No password 
for your email account, either!” 

“I didn’t ask you II9W you did it, I asked 
WHY!” I yelled desperately. “Why, why, why? 


o''*' 
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Because of you I mighi lose The Rodent's 
Gazetiel The newspaper that my grandfather 


worked all his life for! My colleagues will 
lose their jobs! And THOOSAt/DS of young 
readers will have to give up reading the 

BOOKS they love so much that stimulate 

their imaginations!” 

Nick Nobody frowned. "BOOKS that 
stimulate your imagination?” 

“Yes,” I replied. “I am a uRuteA, as you 


know. Or I should say, I was one, until you 


everything! 


rulnsj 

The young haeker got a far-off look in his 
eyes. “I remember . . . when I was a little 
meusekin, l used to read a lot,” he said. “I 


loved adventure books, especially the ones 
about PiRKTES. Then, slowly, I became 
more and more interested in VICJSO 
C9fn68 and computers. I stopped reading.” 
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Nick Nobody? 


“liut why?” I asked. “Reading is a 

aeliviiy!” 

He started to CRY. “I miss those BOOKS! 

And now othei' mou.sekins won’t get to read 
your books, and it’s all my fault!” 

I sighed. “Yes, I’m ofrairf it is.” 

“What can I do to FIX this?” he asked, 
“rt’s TOO IS'tfi,” I replied. “I am broRG. My 
reputation is l*Uln6(l. And nobody lOVCS me 
anymore!” 
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All s Well That 

Ends Well! 


, ^ * F • 


Wc ONTJEjb Nick Nobody, who was SQrr^ 
for what he did. Then we called Benjamin 
and told him to ask Unele Grayfur to 


come over with the ship and take us baek 

OfiovBfie. 


During the trip back to New Mouse City, I 
fell into a deep sleep. 

I woke up many hours later, when I heard a 















Ai l’s VVlll That 



sirangc sound. It was cheerful mUSiC, played 
by a band. 

I opened my eyes and up. The 

harbor of New Mouse City was lllled with 
rodents! What I SAW left me squeakicss ... 

As soon as we got off the ship, reporters 
from every TV network and Internet news 
show on Mouse Island surrounded us. 

“Mr. Stilton, tell us your story!” 

“We want to know eveiything, from 

bcgitiTiing to end!” 


I was about to reply, but before I could 

forward. 


utter a X*? t4eAF, Nick Nobody a 


“Good rodents, I would like to make a 
statement,” he said in his high, squeaky 


voice. 



knows me as 



\obotfy, but my real name is Shaky Fraidy. 


I am 


actuallti, I was — a hacker, a 

notorious cyber criminal. In fact, I was the 
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All’s Wlll That 



Ends Wlll! 


must i€ar€Cl hacker anywhere! I did some 
pretty dwjul things. I snooped around other 
miee’s eomputers. I /Sf^lH^and I eau.sed all 


sorts of troUtlG. 


ff 


“You 


say that again,” Doe muttered. 


“I never 8t@l6 anything,” Niek went on. 
“I just did it to prove that I was the bf-St. 
That nobody eould PEFEAT me. liut I went 


TOO fdR with Mr. Stilton 




“You ean say that again,” I added. 

Niek eontinued his eonle.ssion. “I took 


some of his 


PH 




, edited them, and 


sent them to newspapers,” he admitted. “I 
pretended to be him and sent mean emails 
signed with his name. Then I bought a lot 
of useless and EXPEfjSfVE items using his 
eredit eard. In other words . . . it’s all my 


fault! Mr. Stilton is a real gentlemouse!” 

Mr. Money paws stepped forward. “Mr. 
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Slillon, we undcrsiand ihal you were not 
the one who made all those purehases,” he 


said. “The merehants are willing to t7alkC 
everything baek.” 

I sighed with relief. 

Then my eoworkers at The Rodent’s 
Gazette stepped forward. 

“Boss, we should have known that you 
wouldn’t have sent us sueh N^sry 
messages,” Ms. Raven said. “We’re sorry we 

to eonelusions.” 


Then it was Grandpa William’s turn. 
“Grandson. I am SOfTT that I had doubts 
about you,” he said. “I now understand that 
you would never jeopardize The Rodent’s 
Gazettel I admire you and lOVC UOII very 
mueh, even though I don’t say it very often!” 
I was TEARING VP from the emotion I was 

feeling. Everything was baek to the way it 
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Cmjs Wlll! 



was! I wasnT going to lose the newspaper. 
And everyone liJyji^d thK again! 

Then the mayor called me onto a 
stage. “Geronimo Stilton, today 

you have biought to justice 

a dangerous cyber criminal!” 
he said. ”1 am awarding you 
with this MEDi^L OF HONOR: 

the Defender ef the City. This is 

the same medal that was awarded to those 
brave rodents who fought off an attack of 

FIERCE pirates many years ago.” 

Then he draped a CDID medal around 
my neck! 

The band began to play the anthem of 
New Mouse City. I along at the top of 
my lungs, with a paw on my heart and eyes 
full of tears. 

Then I spoke: “DistiltQUishcd Mayor, I am 
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nol alone in deserving this honor.” I said. 
“The miee who hcipcci me deserve it as 
well; my sister, TU£A; my nephew B6nj0fnln; 
my Ulicl& GrayiUr; and Pi ofessor Margo 

PitMoosft!” 

The mayor asked them to eome to the 
stage and awarded them all. too. When all 
the awards were given, the erowd began to 
eheer. 

“What ean we do to thank you?” the 

mayor asked us. 


























All’s Wkli. That 


Ends Wlll! 



I Ofividldlfledl with Thca and Due. Then I 
turned to the mayor. 

“We don’t need a reward, but there i.s one 


thing you ean do, Mr. Mayor,’’ I said. “Please 
do not send \i34 Nobody — I mean. Shaky 
Fraidy — to jail. He is sorry lor what he did. 
To make up for the trouble he eaused, he ean 
help us write a BOOK about surfing the 
web safely and avoiding HACICERS like him! 
Alter all, he is an 6XP6rt on the .subjeel!” 

“Excellent idea!” the mayor agreed. 

So Shaky Fraidy helped Doe and me write 
the book, and it was a great SUCCOSS! 
You eould say that my stoiy had a 
happy ending — not a ViKTUAL one! 

Yours truly, Stilton, Cy/fY/o/A 
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MEET 

GeroniKDO Stiltonord 


it 



He is a motjsaldng — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far northl He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micekingsf 
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Sisters adventures! 
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The Kingdom 
OF Fantasy 
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Paradise 



I ME AMAZING 
VOYAGE: 


The DRAGON 
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CePONiMO STilTONiX 


$ 





He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar t. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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About the Author 

Born in New Mouse City, Mouse 
Island, Geronimo Stilton is 

Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 
Literature and of Neo-Ratonic 
Comparative Philosophy. For the 
past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and 
The Search for Sunken 'lYeasure. He has also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
works have been published ail over the globe. 

In his spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 
enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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1. Main entrance 

2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors. 

illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton's office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 
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Map of New Mouse City 


1. Industrial Zone 

2. Cheese Factories 

3. Angorat International 
Airport 

4. WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 

5. Cheese Market 

6. Fish Market 

7. Town Hall 

8. Snotnose Castle 

9. The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

10. Mouse Central Station 

11. Trade Center 

12. Movie Theater 

13. Gym 

14. Catnegie Hall 

15. Singing Stone Plaza 

16. The Gouda Theater 

17. Grand Hotel 

18. Mouse General Hospital 

19. Botanical Gardens 

20. Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store) 

21. Aunt Sweetfur and 
Benjamin's House 

22. Mouseum of 
Modern Art 

23. University and Library 


24. The Daiiy Rat 

25. The Rodent's Gazette 

26. Trap's House 

27. Fashion District 

28. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

29. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30. Harbor Office 

31. Mousidon Square 
Garden 

32. Golf Course 

33. Swimming Pool 

34. Tennis Courts 

35. Curlyfur Island 
Amousement Park 

36. Geronimo's House 

37. Historic District 

38. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

41. New Mouse Harbor 

42. Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty 

44. Hercule Poirat's Office 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
House 

46. Grandfather William's 
House 
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Map of Mouse Island 


1. 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Lake Lakelakeiake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

5. 

Ratzikistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Transratania 


Sequoia 

7, 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. 

Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Pooped cat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. 

Stinko Peak 

30. 

Raving rat Ravine 

12. 

Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

15. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. 

Lake Lake 






Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 

till the next book. 

It’ll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 









Who is Ooronimo Stilton? 

That's me! I run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven¬ 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
Geronimo Stilton capital of Mouse Island, my 

books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that's a promise! 



Thea 




Trap 




-THIiF 

OVOfT 

I am not the kind of mouse who 
spends money on useless things. But 
one day I kept getting mysterious 
packages that I did not order or 
need. Someone on the Internet had 
stolen my identity! Professor Margo 
Bitmouse, a well-known computer 
expert, helped me track down the 
hacker. Could I find him before my 


Benjamin 


reputation was ruined? 
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